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Hot. That Roane 3ial be my throne. Wei!,! will backc him 
ilraight: O'Eipcrance, bid Butler lead him forth into die parkc. 

La. But heare you my Lord* 

Hot . What faiil thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why, my horfe(my loue)my Iiorfe. 

La. Outyoumadheddedape, aweazelhath notfuch a deale 
of fpleene, as you are toft with. In faith^ile know your bufin^s 
Harry, that I wil, 1 fearc,my brotJier Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title,& hathfent for yoii to line his enterprife,butifyou goc. 

Hot. So far afoot, I fliall be weary,Ioue. 

La. Come, come you Paraquito,anfvveremce dfteftly, vnto 
tliis queftion that I fhaliaskc: in faith, ilc breake thy little fin- 
ger, Harry , and if thou wilt nottell me all tilings true. 

Hot . Away, away you tr ifler, loue, I loue thee not^ 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with Iips r 
We muft haue bloudy nofes, and crackt crownes^ 

And pafte them currant too: gods me^iny ho/fet. 

What faift thou Kate? what woldft thou haue with mc£ 

Ld. Do you not loue me: doyou notindeed? 

W ell, doe not then, for fincc you loue me not* 

I will not loue my felfe. D oe you not loue me£ 

Nay, tell me, if you fpeake in ieaft, or no? 

Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me ride ? 

And when I am a-horlebacke, I williweare,, 

I loue thee infinitely. But harkeyou Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth*queflion me* 

Whither I goe^nor reafon, whereabout : 

Whither I muft, I mull, and to conclude. 

This euening muft Ileaue you gentle Kate t 
I know you wife, but yet no farther wife,. 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftant you are, : 

But yet a woman, and forfecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for I well beleeue, 

T hou wilt not vtter, what thou doft not knows 
And fo far will I trull thee, gentle Kate* 

La, How, fo far? 

Hot * 


of Jhlctiry ft .d). 

Hof. Not an inch further, but harkeyou Kate* 

Whither I goe, thither fhall y ou goe too; 

To day will 1 fee ford), to morrow you: 

Will this content you, Kate? 

La. It muft offorce. Exeunt, 

Enter Vrinee anaVoines. 

T?rin. Ned, prethee come out of that fat roome, and lena me 
thy' 'hand to laugh a little. 

Pot. Where haft bin, Hal? 

Trin. With three or foure logger-heads ., amonglt three or 
fourefcore hogfheads. I haue lounded the very bale firing of 
hunulitie. Sirra, I amfworne brotlier to aleafh of drawers, and 
can call them all by their chriften names , as T om 5 Dicke , and 
Francis: they take it.already vpon their faluation, that though L 
be but Prince of W ales, yet I am the king of Curtefie,& tel me 
flatly, I am no proud lacke, like Falllalffc, but a Corinthian, a 
lad o£ mettahagood boy, ( by the Lord, fo they call me) and 
when I am King of England, I fhall command all the good lads, 
in Eailcheape. They call drinking deepe, dying fcarlet, and 
when youbreathc in your watering, they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude,! am lb good aproficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre, that I can drinke with any Tinker, in his own 
language, during my life. I.tell thee, Ned, thou haft loft much 
honour, that thou wert not with me, in this a&ion 5 but Tweet 
Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned,! giue thee this peniworth 
of fiigar, clapt euen now into my hand, by an vnderskinkcr, 
one that neuer Ipake other Engliln in his life , then eight Shil- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are weic ome , with this lhrill ad- 
ditio, anon, anon firjskore apintofbaftard in the halfemoone, 
orfo.ButNcd, to driue away the time till Falfta life come ; I 
"prethce,doe thou Hand m Come by-roome, while I queftion my 
puny drawer, to what end he gaue me tire fugar, and doe thou 
neuer leaue calling Frances, that his tale to me may be nothing . 
but anon: ftep afide, and ilefhew thee aprefent. 

Vo in. Frances. Vrln. T hou ait perfect* 

Vr'w % Frances. Enter Drafter. 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. Looke downe ‘into the Porngarnet* 
R^!ph t 
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